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PREFACE. 



tJHE following poems are the first I have 
ever published, but they are only 
selections from many I have written. 
I only venture to present these to the 
Public, after favourable opinions have been given 
privately respecting them by several well-known 
authors. 

The Poems in the first part of the book are 
of a general, the latter of a more religious kind. 

All the Poems will be seen, I trust, to have 
been dictated by a desire for truth and for 
right; and with a consciousness that I have, 
at least, striven to make my verses garments 
for just thought, I leave my little book in the 
hands of my friends and the public. 
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THE SPIRIT'S SIGH. 

N ever-wearying longing to be free, 
To escape the limits of its earthly 
bond, 
My restless spirit yearns to know, and 
see, 
And breathe the glorious Vita of the Great 
Beyond. 

I do not live beneath the heavy veil, 

Which shuts me in from heaven's light and air ; 
All efforts to be disencumber'd fail, 

And only make the burden heavier to bear. 



I strain my eyes to pierce its dark folds, spread 
To baffle onsight to the Unknown Land ; 

I stretch my hands toward the Living Dead, 
Who wait, a silent army, on that distant strand ! 



2 THE SPIRITS SIGH. 

Silent to us, but who shall dare to say 
They wait inactive, in unconscious sleep ? 

Who, who can think, 'scaped from this house of clay, 
They lose the little life that even it may keep ? 

Can they attain stronger proclivity 
To the Great Worker of the universe, 

The Glorious Fount of all activity, 

Nor live the life His Living Presence must 
disperse ? 

Perhaps they pity us, and call us dead, 
Confined by walls of earthly circumstance, 

Our feet enchain'd, thick darkness round us spread, 
Who only see, and hear, and feel, as in a trance. 

Who strive and struggle, hope and fear, and die, 
Unknowing any life beside our own ; 

Whose life, unknown to any mortal eye, 

Must reach the appointed end in silence, and alone. 

Ten thousand thousand hearts around us beat, 
Unmeddling with our joy or bitterness, 

In but one Heart those thousand hearts may meet, 
And find full sympathy in gladness or distress. 

A passing form may gaze into our eyes ; 

We sigh, " My brother, or my sister soul ! " 
Electric sympathy between us flies, 

But different paths must take us to the self-same 
goal. 




THE SPIRITS SIGH. 3 

The goal once reach'd, would I come back again ? 

Ah ! if the fetter'd eagle once were free, 
'Twere vain to lure him with his broken chain 

From his wild mountain-home back to captivity ! 

1 know not all the meaning of my prayer ; . 

I know not all the terrors it includes ; 
I only know it means to do and dare, 

In Freedom, in my Father's own infinitudes. 

Come, dreaded change, immortals miscall Death ! 

Make me thy captive, that I may be free ; 
That I may breathe, oh, take away my breath ! 

Slay me, oh Death, that I a Living Soul may be ! 
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A CONTRAST.* 

Part I. 
" The Letter killeth? 

TERN was the Judge's face, 
And stem the word he said, 
" Two weary months' imprisonment, 
On water and on bread." 



Who is the culprit, who ? 
And why is his disgrace ? 
What has he done to bow his head, 
And bum with shame his face ? 

Is he a well-known thief, 
With many an alias name ? 
Do cunning, fraud, and violence, 
Mark him a son of shame ? 



* The case described in this poem occurred last year in a 
city in the West of England. 



A CONTRAST. 

Convicted thus he stands : — 
A pigeon led astray, 
In boyish frolic capped, and then 
In triumph borne away. 

His master by him stands, 
With sadness on his brow, — 
u Young Michael Gay has always been 
A steady lad till now." 



His mother's evidence 
In grief and tears she gives, 
No truer, more obedient son, 
Than he, my Michael, lives. 



u 



" This is his first offence, 
He counts but nineteen years, 
And ever since his baby-days, 
He never cost me tears. 

" He is my only son, 
I am a widow left, 
And if I am bereft of him, 
I am indeed bereft ! 

" Oh ! send him not to gaol, 
Among the lost and bad : 
The utmost fine I'd gladly pay, 
To save my orphan lad. 



/ 



A CONTRAST. 

" Oh, sir, as you may hope, 
From the all-judging One, 
Like mercy on your dying bed, 
Give, give me back my son ! w 

Still stern the Judge's face, 
Still stern the word he said, 
" Two weary months' imprisonment, 
On water and on bread ! " 

" Good woman, cease to speak ; 
Your words will not avail ; 
I cannot give your son a fine ; 
He must be sent to gaol. 

" Examples must be made, 
These frequent thefts to stay ; 
The sacred rights of property 
Demand this rigid way. 

" Now take him, officer, 
To prison and to shame ; 
He verily shall not come thence, 
Until the day I name." 

Most just and noble Judge ! 
Most just and noble act ! 
Let human heart-strings strain and break, 
But keep the law intact ! 



A CONTRAST. 7 



With listless, heavy step, 
He passes through the throng, 
And neither heeds their mocking gaze, 
Nor ribald jest or song. 

Far other sight he sees, 
Far other sound he hears, 
A blot has fallen, which must spread 
O'er all his opening years. 

He saw his mother press 
Her hand upon her brow ; 
Her hopes were cluster'd round her boy, 
And they are scattered now ! 

He sees her spend the night, 
In weeping and in prayer ; 
She will not care to spread the food, 
Her Michael cannot share. 

One only thing is left, 
This night that they may share, 
Their lonely watch ; she on her knees, 
And he in dull despair. 
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8 A CONTRAST. 

So passes hour by hour, 
So passes day by day, 
He will not eat the food they bring, 
Nor heed a word they say. 

" And won't he eat his food? 
He left the last he had : 
His spirit must be broken in, — 
Report the sullen lad !" 

Ay, break his spirit in, 
Report him, as you say, — 
A human heart may strain and break, 
But law must not give way ! 



" Oh ! let my mother come," 
Is his unceasing cry, 
" I want to have one pardoning word 
And kiss, before I die." 



With grave and solemn air, 
The Minister comes in, 
The messenger of Jesus Christ, 
To warn this child of sin. 



A CONTRAST. 

" Oh ! let my mother come, 
Sir, send her in to me : 
I want one pardoning kiss from her, 
And I shall happy be. 

" You cannot see her, boy ! 
The prison rules are good, 
And can't be set aside for one 
Who spurns the prison food. 

" Seek pardon of your God, 
And dread His holy frown ; 
Your mother is an idol, boy, 
Which must be broken down ! 

" Your proud and sullen soul 
Can never go to God ; 
Rebellion-sin he visits most 
With his avenging rod. 

" The book of God declares, 
The wage of sin is death ;" 
" And I am dying," said the boy, 
With his expiring breath. 

The broken spirit flies, 
It's judge's Judge to move, 
Takes its report of mercy here 
To Mercy's seat above ! 



io A CONTRAST. 



Go, man of God ! your word 
Some other prisoner needs ! 
Go ! quench some other smoking flax, 
Break other bruised reeds ! 

• • # • 

• * # • 

Open the prison door, 
Young Michael's time has died : 
He has expired before his time, 

But law is satisfied ! 

• 

Good widow, cease to weep : 
Your Michael's time is o'er. 
This day they'll send him home to you, 
Keep watch upon your door. 



What though the sight she waits, 
A dagger-blow will give, 
The coffin this inscription bears, 
" Dead that the law may live /" 

• * * • 

• * • * 

Know, guardians of our law ! 
This golden sentence lives, 
" The Letter of the best law kills, 
But life its Spirit gives." 
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A CONTRAST. 

Part II. 

"Judex damnatur cum nocens absolvitor" 

IND was the Judge's look, 
And sorrowful he spake, 
" Five years of penal servitude, 
Your sentence I must make." 

Who is this culprit, who ? 
And why is his disgrace ? 
What made his forehead brass, and mark'd 
The demon on his face ? 

Convicted thus he stands : — 
A woman thrown down stairs, 
Then kick'd to death, while brutal jests, 
Nor cruel threat he spares. 

His lawyer by him stands, 
With sadness on his brow, — 
" Poor Thomas Jones has never done 
So bad a deed till now. 



12 A CONTRAST. 

" Two witnesses can prove 
His wife would scold and prate : 
My Lord and Jury, you must feel 
His provocation great ! 

" 'Tis true, when drunk that he 
Would often beat his wife, 
But though he laid her up for months, 
He never took her life. 

" He never had a chance 
To be a better man ; 
The good have shunn'd him since a boy, 
When cruelty began. 

" Society has err'd, 
And it's must be the blame ; 
A gentler treatment might have saved 
A life from sin and shame. 

" My client's case, my lord, 
Most tender care demands : 
Extenuating causes cry 
For mercy at your hands !" 



A moment's pause, and then 
The jury are agreed — 
" Guilty ! my Lord, but give to him 
The mercy all may need, 



A CONTRAST. 13 

" Tis true he kick'd his wife, 
To stop her scolding breath, 
But evidence has proved he ceased 
The moment after death." 



Kind was the Judge's look, 
And kind the word he spake — 
" Five years of penal servitude, 
Your sentence I must make ! 

" Five years of easy work, 
And penal change of air, 
Removal from society, 
Which has not used you fair ! 

" But do not be cast down, 
Good food and clothes you'll earn, 
And if you're good, and say your prayers, 
You quickly may return. 

" Let but the chaplain see 
Improvement day by day, 
All punishment, and all restraint, 
Shall soon be put away." 

The lenient Judge rejoiced 
To see the prisoner's face, 
For patience and submission left 
Their humanizing trace ! 



H A CONTRAST. 

• * • * 

• # • * 

Two years had pass'd away, 
Tom's hair had time to grow ; 
" Who gives this woman to this man ?" 
The parson wish'd to know. 

" I give this woman, I," 
Society replied ! 
" The two whom God has join'd in one, 
Let no man dare divide." 

" Amen ! " said Thomas Jones, 
" God never join'd us two, 
And so the devil may divide, 
Should he so choose to do." 

" /, Thomas > take thee, Jane, 
To be my lawful wife. 
To use, abuse, to beat, or kick, 
Or take away thy life !" 
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TO M. A. T. 



| RAVE, patient Heart, how nobly thou hast 
done, 
Thy hard, hard task, 
Which, wrought in secresy, shall meet the sun ! 

Thou didst not ask 
For praise of men, but for thy God's " Well done ; " 
And this is won ! 

Yet all my tongue or pen can reach shall know 

Thy nobleness ; 
And praise from me and mine shall ever flow, 

If words can bless ; 
But thee one special promise God hath writ, 

Await thou it. 

When standing on life's threshold with thy load, 

And wondering where 
The heart thou dream'dst of waited in the road 

Thy fate to share, 
And how from baby-lips, so rosy-round, 

" Mother" would sound, 



16 TO Af. A. T. 

One fronted thee with message from above, 

" My waiting one, 
These orphans train for Me, with all thy love." 

And it is done I 
Thine heart has been an orphanage, for thirty years 

Of smiles and tears ! 




FRIENDSHIP. 

AIL ! Friendship, gift of heaven's love, 
Hail ! Comforter of Adam's race, 
On bended knee I first would lift 
The veil that hides thy lovely face. 

The look that meets my searching eye, 
Is calm and tender, true and pure ; 

The hand I grasp is firm and strong ; 
The heart I lean on can endure. 

Oh ! friend, be mine in weal or woe, 
Oh ! heart, be mine in patient trust ; 

So me from thee, and thee from me, 
Nor earth, nor hell, shall ever thrust. 

Uniter of primeval hearts, 

This spirit-marriage deign to bless, 

That I may lean on this Beloved, 
In passing through this wilderness ! 



VOICES AT HAND. 17 




VOICES AT HAND. 



AN, listen to the passing bell ! Its toll 
Tells one is not, and Death has got some 
soul. 



" Farewell," we gasp : again we send " Farewell," 
Beyond our sight, into the night of Hell ! 

Dark distance snatches one we love apart, 
And deserts wide, and seas, divide each heart. 

Love labours to abolish space, and strain 
The sunder'd face to its embrace again, 

But many eyes meet ours between, — in sound 
Of babbling near, the voice so dear is drown'd. 

So both are dead ! For each the bell may toll ! 
The body hides, obscures, divides each soul. 

But whether^ nearer of the twain? Whose 

thought, 
In matter chained, dull and constraint, is brought, 

c 



1 8 VOICES AT HAND. 

Or he whose wish to fly is flight, soul-free 
To do, and dare, and anywhere to be ? 

44 Hear, who have ears, see who have eyes," One 

said! 
Men read, " Be blind, shut ears and mind, be 

dead!" 

44 We see not any signs," they say. Alas ! 
No seer more will cry before the mass ! 

He who receives the embodied thought we write, 
Can read it not, if he have got no sight ; 

If deaf, though thousand men should shout, the 

sound 
From his recess of silentness shall bound. 

Shall each new generation signs demand ? 

The earth abounds in sights and sounds at hand ! 

Let them take them ! — No new sign shall be given ; 
They'd mock the same, though thousands came 
from Heaven. 
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MEMORY; 




LOVE to sit alone, and think 

Of things and scenes long since gone by, 
And bind together, link by link, 

The broken chain of Memory. 



And by the firelight's fitful gleam, 
On winter's eve, I sit, and trace 

On each red coal, as in a dream, 
The features of some loved one's face. 



In summer evening's peaceful gloam, 
I love to watch the setting sun, 

And in the heaven's spacious dome, 
The stars appearing, one by one. 

Ah, yes ! I love the summer's night : 
The gentle moon becomes a friend ; 

It sheds a mournful, tender light, 
As if it sympathy would lend,. 



20 MEMOR Y. 

For oft in yonder shady grove, 
Enjoying there the evening breeze, 

I've watch'd her course, with those I love, 
Beneath the tall, wide-spreading trees. 

And there I like alone to be. 

All is so ; calm the moon's soft ray 
Smiles on the wavelets of the sea, 

That with the zephyrs gently play. 

Alone, and yet not quite alone ! 

Departed Spirits hover near, 
Dear ones, to better climes now flown, 

Who visit us in silence here. 

They come, and standing by my side, 
Drawn by the spirit-magnet, love, 

The sister-friend, the brother-guide, 
Each brings a message from above. 

And if their memory draws a tear, 
They softly whisper, " Do not weep, 

Though seeing not, believe us near ; 
We are not dead, we only sleep." 

They only sleep, they are not dead ; 

The heart repeats what heaven reveals ; 
The influence they on us shed 

Confirms what love's perception feels. 




MEMORY. 21 

Oh Memory's land, thou land of love, 
(To these dear shades a sacred spot), 

My heart broods o'er thee like a dove, 
Ah ! who would say, " Remember not ?" 

Ah yes ! I love to be alone : 

Once more my father's face I see ; 

In his dear hand I place my own, 

Once more I climb my mother's knee. 

I hear her voice — the gentle notes 

Steal on me lowly, mournfully, 
As in the wind sad music floats, 

So sadly, sweetly borne to me. 

When she lay dead, so young I was ! 

They said, " The Memory soon would fade, 
I was too young to feel my loss ; " 

But ah ! they knew not what they said. 

The orphan's is no common woe, 

None e'er can as a mother be ; 
The orphan more than all must know 

The aching want of sympathy ! 

What though mine were a baby heart, 

My loss were infinitely more ; 
So call'd in infancy to part 

With all my young affection's store ! J ' 
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22 MEMOR Y. 

What though her smile I scarce have seen, 
And kisses few have press'd my brow ? 

Do I not know what would have been ? 
Do I not know what is not now ? 

What though I scarce have heard, or seen, 
A mother's prayers, or tears, for me ? 

Do I not know what must have been ? 
Do I not know what is to be ? 

What though she is a Shadow pale, 
Seen through the mist of tearful years ? 

Eternity will tear the veil, 

And God will wipe away our tears ! 



FAREWELL. 




REAT magnet-thought, whose mighty spell 
Can heart to heart unite so well, 
And lip to lip, and tear to tear, 

Whilst severing, canst draw so near, 

Who speaks thee, feels thee not, and hence 

How silent is thine eloquence ! 

While parting hearts in anguish beat ; 

While mutual tides of memory meet, 




FAREWELL. 2 

And each reviews, as drowning men, 
Past words and deeds, forgot till then, 
Idle or true, unkind or kind, 
Passing before each jury-mind, 
Each striving with a jealous love, 
The verdict " innocent" to prove, 
While each the other's grief must share, 
As " guilty" is the verdict fair ; 
Oh ! who would not, with eager lip, 
The bitter cup of Lethe sip, 
If but to break the mighty spell, 
And lose the cruel thought " Farewell?" 
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A FRAGMENT. 

S ship, sea-worn, and tempest-tost, 
In friendly harbour moor'd, 
There finds the strength she erst had lost, 

And beauty proud restored, 
So man his anchor too may cast, 

His damage to repair, 
Leave in the ocean of the past 

His spirit-chafing care, 
In woman's harbour, a reprieve 

May win from toil, and pain ; 
His strength to do and dare retrieve, 

And face the storm again ! 
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THE ORPHAN. 

OTHER ! bend the willows round thee, 
Waving strangers from thy tomb, 
Fold their branches close around me, 
As to shield me in their gloom. 



In the cold grave thou art lying, 
Peaceful as the moon's soft light, 

Restless winds are round me sighing, 
Wailing through my sorrow's night. 

Mournful funeral dirges moaning, 

O'er my orphan misery, 
Living echoes to my groaning, 

Sighing, sadly, wearily ! 

Here I stay, my buried mother, 
Fall my tears above thy head ; 

Love of loves ! alas ! no other 
Can replace my mother dead. 

With thine arms around me twining, 
life a Paradise I deem'd ; 

With thy love around me shining, 
Oh how bright the future seem'd ! 




THE ORPHAN. 

Now, an orphan, friendless, lonely, 

Sick at heart, oppress'd with gloom, 
Thinking, thinking of thee only, 
So I sit upon thy tomb. 

Now another sun has risen, 
But it brings no tight to me ; 

But a dark and lonesome prison, 
Is the world apart from thee ! 

One thought, only, cheers my sorrow, 
Hope, of faith and heaven bom ! 

Welcome every nearer morrow, 
To the resurrection mom ! 





JUNE. 
Morning. 

IS smiling morn in early June, 
And Nature lies as in a swoon ; 
All is so still, it seems as though 
The zephyrs were afraid to blow ; 
The keenest ears can catch no sound, 
For silence reigns supreme around ; 
In liquid light the earth is dipp'd, 
With sunbeam tints the trees are tipp'd, 
The woodland songsters seek the shade 
From noontide heat, in yonder glade ; 
And frisky lambs their gambols stay, 
And drowsy Morpheus' laws obey. 
How purely azure is the sky ! 
The clouds hang motionless on high, 
Here golden-fringed, there fleecy white, 
Now lost in flood of lucid light. 
His drooping wing the sea-gull dips, 
And steals a kiss from Ocean's lips, 
Whose waves, in gentle murmurs, ask 
A respite from their usual task. 
All love the sea ! The sun sends down 
A shower of diamonds for her crown ; 
The sky bends low to kiss her face, 
And close they cling in soft embrace, 



JUNE. 27 

While tiny vessels moveless rest 

Securely on her mother-breast ! 

Methinks a spell, o'er sea and land, 

Is cast by some magician's hand, 

Or wrought by gentle fairy's wand, 

Its calm, soft beauty seems to be 

A shadowing of eternity : 

It almost tempts our hearts to say, 

" Would lovely June might last for aye !" 




JUNE. 
Evening. 

UT now the day is almost spent, 
And Nature smiles in calm content, 
Well pleased when Phcebus takes his leave, 

Converse to hold with gentle Eve ; 

For she refreshing breezes brings, 

And bears soft dew upon her wings, 

Which, as from flower to flower she trips, 

She shakes upon their thirsty lips. 

The stately rose looks wistful up, 

The graceful lily spreads her cup, 

The modest daisy, at her feet, 

Peeps up in expectation sweet, 

And each, as cooling drops descend, 

Unite to bless their gentle friend, 
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28 JUNE. 

Who hastens now to drive away 

The laughing, truant beams of day, 

Which love from Phoebus' car to stray, 

And round her head defiant play. 

When they are gone, she softly glides 

Into the wood, and there she hides 

Her thickest shadows, and the leaves 

Into strange weirdly form she weaves ; 

The trees look down and smile at her, 

And nod their heads the while at her, 

For oh ! she is a welcome guest, 

Sweet earnest of a coming rest ! 

The birds now sing their evening song, 

In ling'ring cadence, soft and long ; 

In labyrinth of sweetness flow 

The caroll'd accents, mingled low ; 

The thrilling strains, so pure and clear, 

Are scarcely meet for mortal ear. 

But now they cease, and all is still, 

Save whispering winds, and murmuring rill ; 

And now the moon, night's gracious queen, 

Lights with her smile the lovely scene ; 

Her silver beams, so purely bright, 

Fall with an almost mournful light, 

As if she grieves that aught so fair 

The universal doom must share ; 

As if she also fain would say, 

" Would June might never pass away !" 
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LIFE IS NOT ALWAYS DREARY. 



IFE is not always dreary ; 
Sunbeams often cheer ; 
And though we sometimes weary, 
Ere the eve is near, 
Yet, say, may not some spot be found, 
E'en in this hard and sterile ground, 
Where peace and love their treasures bring, 
And make the heart for gladness sing ! 

Two loving eyes are gazing 

At me tenderly ; 
A soul, its veil upraising, 
Shows its love to me ; 
Oh, say, may not some flowers be found ? 
Do nought but briers grow around ? 
Love's flower is surely something worth, 
For Heaven gave it pristine birth. 

Some say the world is ever 

Cold, and dark, at best ; 
They say that here we never 

Ought to seek for rest ; 
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But why should life so joyless be ? 
Why should we from all sunshine flee, 
For envy that our orb of love 
Shines not so bright as that above ? 

Then let those arms around me 

Tenderly entwine ; 
A place of rest I've found me, 
Peace and joy are mine ! 
Ah ! once I thought, as now I'm told, 
That human hearts were very cold, 
But now, when weary, or distrest, 
I feel I have a place of rest. 

Oh ! Life is not so dreary ; 

Sunbeams often cheer; 
We need not, need not weary, 
Ere the eve is near. 
Oh ! come and see the spot IVe found, 
Where roses shed their bloom around, 
The spot from which I ne'er would roam, 
The loving heart I call my home ! 
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LITTLE LIPS. 

ITTLE lips, so gently pressing, 
Little fingers, soft caressing, 
Oh the bosom of a Mother 
Knows more joy than any other ! 

Little feet, so early straying, 
Little wills, soon disobeying ; 
Oh the bosom of a Mother 
Knows more care than any other ! 

Little knees, our stiff knees shaming, 
Little lisps, the Father naming ; 
Oh, this Father's Heart a Mother 
Knows more truly than another ! 

Oh, the love-links of a Mother, 
Stronger far than any other : 
God has welded every chain 
In the Infant's heart and brain ! 



\ 
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A HARVEST SONG: 



EAUTIFUL valleys of glistening corn, 
Drinking the dewdrops the fairies have 
worn, 

Bursting with laughter all over the land, 
Flinging the ripe grain afar with each hand, 
Dancing and racing the frolicsome breeze, 
Resting when weary beneath the still trees, 
Shaking your heavy locks back in sweet scorn, 
Mocking the lark as he sings to the morn ! 

Merrisome children of bountiful earth, 
More will rejoice at your death than your birth ! 
Ceres approaches ! young Joy, in her train, 
Signals her triumphs, and numbers her slain ; 
Golden grain, give her an offering meet, 
Lay low your beautiful heads at her feet ! — 
Thrust in the sickle, the harvest has come ; 
Carry the dead corn triumphantly home ! 

Pale sons of Hunger, your loud Paeans raise, 
Noble the sacrifice claiming your praise ! 
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Carry the sallow sheaves gratefully on, 

Joy in your life which their dying hath won ! 

Dives, ingather the rich harvest store, 

Full fill your garners, but let them flow o'er ; 

Let not the widow and orphan complain, 

Dying for want of the God-given grain ! 




DIRGE FOR THE YEAR. 

I HE dying, olden year, 

Is passing from me now ; 
His icy fingers press 
Upon my aching brow \ 
The burden of my life, 

He erst has held for me, 
Dropt from his loosening grasp, 
Falls on me heavily. 

I cannot shake it off, 

Till his dear life is dead ; 
Until the glad New Year, 

Shall smile on me instead ; 
Till hope, from this despair, 

An Angel Phoenix rise, 
To kiss away the tears, 

That blind my sorrowing eyes. 

D 
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Hold, hold me fast, old year ! 

How shall I part with thee ? 
More than all years, old year, 

Thou art a friend to me ! 
A precious gift of thine 

Is by my side to-day, 
Perhaps to-morrow's hand 

Will take thy gift away ! 

Hold by me still, old year, 

Thou shalt not surely die ; 
We still have work to do — 

Too vain, too late, my cry ! 
My purposes of good, 

For him so proudly worn, 
Hang now in tatter'd shreds, 

By his death-struggle torn ! 

Dead ! the old year is dead ! 

And with his parting breath, 
Lost hours drop silently, 

Like smothered babes, to death ! 
Young opportunities, 

That action never fed, 
And still-born thoughts of good, 

Lie with the old year — dead ! 

He lies so cold and calm, 
How shall I hide my dead ? 
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A pall of goodly deeds 

With loving hands I spread, 
But ah, his naked feet ! 

And ah, his hoary head ! 
Too few my goodly deeds, 

To cover o'er my dead ! 

Bury him out of sight, 

In the ages' catacomb ! 
Angels of love and hope 

Meet me beside his tomb, 
Leading his infant heir, 

To be my charge instead : 
My joyous trusting tears 

Fall on the New Year's head ! 
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SEARCHING FOR GOD. 

HOU Mystery of mysteries, Thou great 
Unknown ! 

I seek Thee, God ! 
With bowfed head, and folded hands, and feet 
unshod, 

Trembling, alone ! 

A creature of an hour approach the Infinite ! 

How shall I dare ? 
How shall these mortal eyes, half-blind already, 
bear 

Immortal light ? 

Thou Hider inconcealable ! Thou'rt surely nigh ! 

I feel Thee near ! 
I seek Thee, yet with trembling lest Thou shouldst 
appear, 

And I should die ! 

Too small for Thee th* unmeasured universe, 
untrod 

By creature-birth ; 
The smallest flower that smiles away its life on earth 
Contains Thee, God ! 
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Thou fillest all things everywhere, so fillest me ! 
Am I too bold ? 

paradox ! The finite soul expand to hold 

Infinity ! 

Ah, whither from Thine Omnipresence shall I fly ? 

Without alarms 
Creation lies, an infant holden in Thine arms ! 

Holden am I ! 

1 turn from Thee to Thee ! I know Thyself in me 

Thou wilt not spurn : 
Unrest to rest, trembling to trust gives way. I turn 
Confidingly. 

I will not fear. Mighty, but merciful, Thou art ! 

Thine anger-fire 
Is not for me ! The earthquake Doubt has heaved 
me higher 

Upon Thine Heart ! 

Its mighty beat awakes an echoing throb in me ; 

Thy " still, small voice " 
Subdues the great, strong wind of fear, and I rejoice, 

My God, in Thee ! 
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LIFE-STORMS. 

EAR not, O toiling mariner, life's tide to 

breast — 
Tis only strong to bear thee on to heaven's 

rest. 
Fear not the mountain billows, though they follow 

fast, 
Their arms shall bear thee safely into port at last. 
Dost think thy bark nigh lost ? Ah no, it cannot be, 
Th' Almighty Watcher sleepeth not, who guardeth 

thee. 
Let hope thy rudder be, let faith be at the helm, 
And they will guide thee safe to love's eternal 

realm. 
Though wave on wave break o'er thy head, be not 

dismay'd ; 
His voice is in the storm, " 'Tis I, be not afraid ! " 
Poor, trembling one, believe ! It is thy Saviour's 

voice ; 
Receive Him in thy ship, and soon thou wilt 

rejoice ; 
The Master of the sea shall speak his mighty 

" Peace ! " 
The mountain-waves shall sink, the tempest winds 

shall cease ; 
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The mists of doubt shall melt, and, in a little 

while, 
The clouds shall roll aside, thou'lt see thy Saviour's 

smile ; 
And in the wondrous calm, His loving voice thou'lt 

hear, 
" Oh ! thou of little faith, say, wherefore didst thou 

fear?" 
Thou'rt safe with Him beside thee — dark the night 

may be, 
But He is pointing out thy Father's house to thee, 
Whose faintest glow, reflected on thy falling tears, 
May form a promise-bow, as each dark cloud 

appears. 
When, wrapt in loving awe, thine eyes behold the 

king, 
His love a softening veil o'er perils past will 

fling: 
Earth-storms, review'd from heaven's peace, will 

only seem 
As if a child had waken'd from a fever-dream. 
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THE HIGHEST LIFE, THE 
LOWEST DEATH. 

OW beautiful the little dying leaf, 
Gasping for breath ; 
Bruised by the touches angel-fingers gave, 
When plucking it for Death ! 
Its skeleton, a sketch of former life, 

To beauty clings ; 
And Earth is loth to lose her fading child, 
This least of all God's things ! 

Death grapples with the higher life, and leaves 

Deeper decay — 
God's image is a mouldering mass of dust, 

And must be put away ! 
The noble head, once high with noble thought, 

Is level laid ; 
The manly form, that grace and beauty clothed, 

With noisome worms array'd ! 

But deepest, dreadest is the Spirit-death ! 

Eternal night 
Enfreezes, crushes souls, made strong to gaze 

On God's most holy light ! 
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Hearts, made to hold love's gentle flame, break fast, 

In passion-heat ! 
Keen hunger they for husks, the once elect 

To taste of angels' meat ! 
Who, born to breathe in pure celestial air, 

The loss can bear ? 
Most dark, and deep, and dire, the death they die, 

Who sink in soul-despair ! 




PASSING AWAY. 

LL passeth away ! Though the sun may be 
shining, 
And we for a while may be cheer'd by its 
ray, 
Clouds gather around us with no " silver lining ;" 
The heart-warming sunshine is " passing away." 

We hail with delight the young leaves of the wild- 
wood, 
The buds and the blossoms, so beauteous and gay, 
We gaze on them fondly, as friends of our child- 
hood, 
But while we are looking they're " passing away !" 
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Like summer's sweet blossoms, we living are dying ; 

The sunshine of friendship endures but a day ; 
And joy's merry laugh precedes sorrow's deep 
sighing, 

For all things are changing and " passing away !" 



Like the leaves tempest-reft from the sorrowful 
willow, 

Our dear ones, torn from us, the great law obey ; 
And weariness, heartache, and sorrow's hard pillow, 

These, these are our portion till we " pass away !" 

Sin's Siren-voice charms us, and Wisdom's path 
leaving, 
In flower-wreathed, myrtle-strewed bowers we 
stray, 
Not thinking that Fate webs of grief may be 
weaving, 
Till o'er us they spread, and our joys " pass 
away!" 

Friends gather around us while health is still 
blooming, 
And fortune still smiles ! May we trust what they 
say? 
Let Sorrow's gulf open, our flowers entombing, 
Then where will our friends be? All "passing 
away!" 
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One dear one cleaves to us, our sorrow befriending, 
And sympathy's soft balm our pains may allay ; 

Our souls join in friendship, as two rivers blending, 
Till Death calls, and he too must then " pass 
away !" 

Yet weep not, O Christian, weep not though Death 

sever, 

That sweet link to earth ! He is happy for aye, 

And thou hast still one Friend, who, nigh thee for 

ever, 

Shows no sign of changing or " passing away !" 

Oh ! let us be patient, though earth-joys are fleeting, 
And death and destruction now hold their full 
sway; 
Weep not the departed, but think of the meeting 
When love's blessed empire shall ne'er " pass 
away!" 

Oh haste, blessed morning, extinguish for ever, 
In life's fullest splendour, pale hope's feeble ray ! 

Fruition of glory shall crown the endeavour 

To foreshade the Now which shall ne'er " pass 
away ! " 

In praising together our great Saviour-Brother, 
We'll live the ethereal ne'er-ending day, 

And nothing shall separate each from the other, 
But God and eternity " passing away !" 



i 



44 




A CHRISTMAS WISH. 

HAPPY Christmas-time, dear friend, a 

joyous glad New Year ! 
All that a God of love can send, be thine 

to bless and cheer ! 
To bless and cheer thee 'mid the gloom, if sorrow 

be in store, 
To guide thy thoughts beyond the tomb, where 

sorrows are no more. 
While standing still, in hope and fear, before the 

untrodden way, 
The mysteries of the coming year might well thy 

heart dismay, 
If He, the Infinite in power and prescient ten- 
derness, 
Did not foreknow each trying hour, and promise 

then to bless. 
Sufficient good for every day thy Father's hand hath 

spread ; 
Believing this, go on thy way with joy upon thy 

head; 
The mid-day heat shall hurt thee not — He will thy 

shelter be ; 
A fountain, in each desert spot, He'll open up for 

thee. 
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Oh may this heavenly love be thine ! For this I 

daily pray. 
How full, entire a love is mine, for thee, I need not 

say. 
Thy name, in every thought entwined, is of my life 

a part; 
I know, sweet friend, mine is enshrined within 

thine inmost heart ! 
I know 'tis often whisper'd soft, in solitude and 

prayer, 
One fervent faith, one heavenly hope, one Father's 

love we share ; 
Events may startle, not confound; may trouble, 

not depress ; 
His cords of love are round us bound ; His guiding 

hand will bless ; 
And He will leave us never, till we reach our home 

above, 
To live and rest for ever in Jehovah-Jesus' love ! 
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EARTH-MELODIES. 

HO say the Earth is dead, or silent lies ? 
Ah ye ! Too deaf to hear her harmonies ! 
Her fitful strains, her silences and sighs, 
Are heard by only those who know how they 

arise — 
How she broke into melody at first : 

Ears opened by the Angel of the Past 
Alone can know how her first music burst, 
Alone can know why its vibrations last. 



When the Musician of eternal years 

Had writ His noble " music of the spheres," 

The diapason of eternity, 

He touch'd the chords of earth's existency ! 

When He pronounced her utterance " very good," 

Young Earth responded with an ecstasy 
She never since has reached, though she has stood 

A master-instrument of melody ! 
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And shall the notes Eternal fingers swept, 

Cease trembling at the touch at which they leapt ? 

They may be left untuned, but still they sound, 

Although by evil's discord nearly drown'd : 

And soon Earth's music shall all Heaven enthrall ; 

The Master shall reclaim her for His own, 
Re-tune her for His Son's great Festival, 

And waken with His touch her sweetest tone. 




HOPE. 

Y stricken heart could ill endure 
A ceaseless grief; 
So gentle Hope will upward start, 
And give relief. 



Say, what is Hope ? 
A voice within the heart, 
That speaks of safety 'mid life's winter blast ; 
And though we often needs must sorely weep 
That flowers fade, and joys depart, 
Yet hope we still may keep, 
A balm to heal our wounds, a staff to lean on till 
the last. 
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Come, precious Hope 1 
Pass with thine angel wings, 
And fan from off the brow Despair's cold dew ; 
Put forth thy finger, touch and pierce the cloud 
That Satan round the spirit flings, 
So with earth-mists to shroud 
The brightness of our future from our dim short- 
sighted view. 



Ah ! who but thou 
Suggests the trembling sigh 
The spirit breathes, when waked from sleep of sin, 
When weary of its yoke, and sore distrest, 
It seeks some-whither it may fly, 
And dare to think of rest, 
From fierce temptation-darts without, and darkness 
thick within. 



Yes ! Mark the eye 
Suffused with burning tears, 
Upraised to heaven with steadfast yearning gaze ; 
The claspfed hands, and bended knee, declare, 
Though sorely fighting sin-born fears, 
That thou, sweet Hope, art there, 
And in that heart, o'er dark Despair, thy standard 
soon wilt raise. 
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Thine was the ray 
That mercifully beamed 
Upon the darkness of that woful night, 
When Paradise was lost, and heaven's sword 
On guilty man in judgment gleam'd ; 
When Death his vial outpour'd, 
E'en then the resurrection morn was presaged by 
thy light 

Shine on, sweet Hope ! 
Light the brave souls that stem 
The torrent of earth's darkling storms and strife, — 
Shine full upon the haven where they'd be ; 
Shine on the crowns, that wait for them, 
Hung on the Tree of Life ; 
Shine on the only way the Father's loving face 
to see ! 
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(I Cor. xiii.) 

HE key-note of heart-harmony, 
Is heaven-born " Love of love." 
Keep down this note, its melody 

Earth-discord sounds above. 
This love an ever-rising fount 

Of peaceful joy is found, 
Which fills the Christian heart, and thence 

Overflows to all around. 
Thy children, blessed Charity, 

Indeed the law fulfil ; 
For who that loves unselfishly 

Can evil think, or will ? 
Thrice happy he who bursts the bonds 

Self round her captive binds ; 
Thrice happy, who, in serving Love, 

Love's perfect freedom finds ! 
Love lights with golden radiance 

Each turning of our way, 
And holy thoughts spring into life, 

Warm'd by its genial ray. 
God's Spirit loves to watch and tend 

These flowers of the heart, 




'Aycwn/. 5 1 

And when their feeble leaflets droop, 

Will His own dew impart : 
He will not let these seedlings, bom 

By Love's life-giving power, 
Be wasted on earth's arid soil, 

And die in time's short hour ; 
But when their buds begin to bloom, 

And fragrance shed around, 
They shall be pluck'd by his own hand, 

Into sweet garlands bound ; 
Carried to Love's own bright domain, 

Cast on the "great white throne;" 
Twined round the pillars of God's House, 

And on His pathway strown ; 
An offering of a " savour sweet," 

Before His holy shrine, 
There everlastingly to grow, 

Increasingly Divine. t 
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HAGAR. 

ISCARDED, Hagar stands— 

Nor speaks, nor moves, nor weeps ; 
Forsaken, calmly clasps her hands, 
Although her heart-blood leaps. 



She knows she is a slave, 

Her birthright is a sigh, 
Her only heritage the grave, 

Her only right to die. 

But still she stands erect, 
With calm and tearless eye ! 

Her master never shall suspect 
Her inward agony ! 

He shall not know her fears, 
Nor ought of weakness see ; 

Her heart may bleed, but all she bears 
With woman's dignity. 

Bondage may mark its brand 

Upon her swarthy brow, 
And she, beneath its iron hand, 

Submissively may bow. 
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But chains can never bind 

The feelings of the soul ; 
The pride and " passions of her kind" 

Are still in her control. 

Rejected, cast aside, 

Nor prayer, nor plaint she speaks ; 
For love or mercy, once denied, 

True woman never seeks. 

Erect her haughty head, 

And cold her parting tone ; 
" I take the water and the bread, 

But only for my son." 

So she obeys the word — 

"Go!" whither? anywhere; 
Goes from the servant of the Lord, 

To trust his Master's care ! 
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RUTH. 

NTREAT me not from thee to part, 
For all thy words will be in vain ; 
E'en death itself would lose its smart, 
Compared with parting's bitter pain. 

I will not leave thee, and where'er 

Thou goest I will gladly go ; 
Thy joys and sorrows I will share, 

And with thy tears my own shall flow. 

Thy country now shall be my land, 
For where thou art is home to me ; 

I will not leave thee, and my hand 
Is willing e'er to work for thee. 

Where'er thou goest I will go, 
Thy kindred shall my people be, 

Thy God my God, and He I know 
Will bless me, if I follow thee. 

Where'er thou diest I will die, 

And in thy grave will have my share. 

Yes ! in one tomb we both will lie, 
And rest from all our trouble there. 
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Entreat me not, I will not go ! 

Thy God do so and more to me, 
Forsake me in my deepest woe, 

If ought but death part me and thee. 




THE BABYLONISH CAPTIVES. 

ABYLON, thou conquering city, 
Strong and cruel, proud and free, 
Hast thou never heard of Pity, 
That thou bid'st us sing to thee ? 

See thy weeping willows bending, 
O'er our harps untuned, unstrung, 

Till our steps are homeward wending, 
Sion's songs shall be unsung. 

By thy river, sad, we languish, 

Tear-drops swell it, as it rolls 
Darkling onwards, as the anguish 

Rising daily in our souls. 

Cease, oh cease, to mock our sadness, 
" Sing fair Sion's festive song !" 

Never till our shouts of gladness 
Echo all her courts among ! 
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When Judaea's sons and daughters 
Wrench from thee thy boasted spoil, — 

When bright Jordan's crystal waters 
Cleanse our feet from alien soil ; — 

When we see fair Hermon springing 
From its bed of mist and cloud, — 

Hear our corn-clad valleys singing 
Nature's Hallelujah loud ; — 

When we meet, with holy pleasure, 
In our temple's courts again, — 

Dance therein the sacred measure 
To our David's festive strain ; — 

When Judaea, free and smiling, 

Owns once more her rightful lord, — 

When the land thou art defiling, 

Spurns thy chain, and breaks thy sword ;- 

Then we'll sing a " song of Sion" 

Thou wilt little care to hear ! 
Trodden down by Judah's Lion, 

Thine will be the turn to fear ! 

In our day of restitution, 
Vain will be thy mournful cries ; 

Dire will be thy retribution, 
Loud will our Hosannas rise ! 
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Woe for thee, proud Babel's daughter ! 

Thou shalt surely be destroy^ ! 
Happy he, who in thy slaughter 

By the Lord shall be employ'd ! 

Happy, who thy children breaketh 
On thy cold unyielding stones, 

Stones less hard than her who taketh 
No compassion on our groans. 

Oh, Jerusalem beloved, 

Can thy children thee forget ? 
Though so far from thee removed, 

Still our thoughts on thee are set 

Dearer thoughts of thee than sweetest 

Strains of angel minstrelsy ! 
Silence is the music meetest 

For a land of slavery. 

Oh, may all the labour skilful 

Of our hands forgotten be, 
If forgetfulness be wilful, 

Oh, Jerusalem, of thee ! 
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" HOW ARE THE DEAD 
RAISED UP? 
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M Some man will say, ' How are the dead raised up? 
With what body do they come?' Thou fool! That which 
thou sowest is not quickened except it die ! And that which 
thou sowest, thou sowest not that body which shall be, but bare 
grain . . . God gweth it a body . ... So also is the Resurrection 
of the Dead" — I Corinthians xv. 

EHOLD this tiny seed I sow ; 
It cannot live unless it dies ; 
I bury it, that where it lies 
Its life may germinate and grow. 

Die, little brown and wither'd seed 1 . 
Shall a bright form of beauty spring 
Out of so small, so mean a thing, 

Nor any new creation need ? 

" Bare grain," 'tis sown, " bare grain," it dies. 

How raised ? what body shall it own ? 

Not that which shall be thou hast sown ! 
Wait ! cannot God renew its guise ? 
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Sunlight and dew their influence shed ; 
I waited many longing days, 
To see the tender sproutling raise 

The covering sod which press'd its head. 

The substance of the seed which died, 
The same, developed and enlarged. 
Received the life the seed discharged, 

And rose in beauty and in pride. 

The substance still, though changed indeed, 
Its nobler nature's fitter dress, 
A flower-form — the bright outpress 

Of higher life within the seed. 



Prepare the Body to be sown, 
Close the dim eyes so useless now, 
Wipe down the cold and clammy brow, 

Leave the poor seed to die alone. 

The life within is swelling fast, 
The bulb is breaking at the root, 
And needs some soil from which to shoot, 

Soil more luxuriant than the Past 

We sow in tears, not what shall live, 
But what is now, and surely know 
The life within shall soon up-flow 

Into the body God shall give. 
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With keen prophetic sight endued, 

We boldly grasp futurity, 

And feel our risen life shall be 
With growth eternally imbued. 

What limitations shall we need ? 

What pressing earth, what bounded space ? 

Blossoms of glory and of grace, 
Escaped for ever from the seed. 

Pray, when escaped, that we may spring, 
Not weeds impoisoning the air, 
But blooms, repaying angeFs care, 

Fit for the Eden of the King ! 



"ARE THERE FEW THAT 
BE SAVED?" 

(St. Luke xiii. 23.) 

]lGHT, strong man arnVd ! The stronger one 
than thou has come, 
To free thy slaves for better service, and 
a home ! 
Canst only fight with lies ? Is't all that thou canst 

do, 
To tell the frighten'd ones He'll save but one or 
two — 
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That though he bids all " strive to enter at the 

gate," 
He has a " chosen few," the rest are " reprobate ?" 
Tis written " few there be that find," dost thou 

reply; 
Ah coward, think not that the truth will hide thy 

lie! 
To the great heart that yearns for all they are a few. 
" I will no little one should die," 'tis written too. 
" Those few sheep in the wilderness," is this the 

taunt 
Hell thinks against the armies of our God to vaunt ? 
As dauntless David stood, and with one well-slung 

stone, 
Goliath fell'd, dispelPd his hosts, and freed his own ; 
Before the giant Sin our champion David stands ; — 
As surely shall its sever'd head be in His hands. 
Few that be saved ! The silly sheep beneath his care 
May think that only they his shepherd-mercies share; 
Nor ween that, while in pastures green they idly 

graze, 
He seeks each wandering one in all his wandering 

ways; 
Listens the feeblest cry from out the deepest pit, 
Follows the lion's trembling prey, and rescues it. 
" More sheep I have, not of this fold, them must I 

bring ;" 
Mine is each lorn and lost -each hapless, hopeless 

thing! 
Few that be saved ! For this, Almighty power spent ? 
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" God's pleasure prosper'd" thus, in His own manage- 
ment? 

Believe not such a lie, ye souls for whom He died, 

Not with " a few" will His great soul be " satisfied ! " 

" Many shall come from north, and south, and 
west, and east, 

And from the streets and lanes, compeird unto the 
feast, 

That His house may be full f and is His heaven 
so small, 

That earth must wait until he build a larger hall? 

Few saved ! Where then, oh seer, are thy countless 
throngs 

Who wave their victory-palms, and sing salvation- 
songs ? 

Didst thou mistake, and do the shouts of devils rise, 

To mock a powerless God, and useless sacrifice ? 

Nay verily ! " the serpent's head'is bruised" at last ; 

Life takes the sceptre from Death's hand, — Death's 
reign is past ! 

The Infinite in love and power would save all hell \ 

And those His love shall fail to win, His power shall 
quell, 

Till Death's dark spot from out His universe shall 
fall, 

" The grave be swallow'd up," and " God be all in 
all." 
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I AM THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD." 

(St. John viii. 12.) 

YSTERIOUS and only Cause of sight, 
All-filling Light, 
Dispelling gently from sin-blinded eyes, 
Dark nature's night ! 
As odours sweet from flowers start, 

Nor in what manner shew, 
So, Thou descendest from the Father's heart, — 

It's overflow. 

Thou speddest down to light our misery : 

Ere we could cry, 
We frighten'd children, lonely in our dark, 

Thou didst reply, — 
Encircledst us with all Thy love, 

And shedd'st thy gentlest rays, 
Till we could lift confidingly above 

Our troubled gaze. 

Thou, striking down in golden radiance, straight, 

Dost patient wait, 
Till we, earth-bent, and frozen down, regain 

Our lost estate, 
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Our right, with head erect to stand, 

Absorb thy living rays, 

And warnVd, aglow with Thee, shine and expand 

To endless days. 

Our eyes how weak ! How kindly Thou dost spare 

Thy sudden glare! 
How, one by one, Thou sendest forth Thy beams, 

As we can bear ! 
And as Thy fuller Self we see — 

We blinded are to earth, — 
How dark its light, how base its dignity, 

To Thy great worth ! 

Thou shinest on the good, and on the bad ; 

And oh, how sad 
That any should refuse, ungratefully, 

To make Thee glad, 
Throw back a sorrow-shade on Thee, 

Refuse Thee, blessed Light ! 
Oh, when shall all reflect Thy radiancy, 

In robes of white ? 

Come nearer me, and on me strongly shine, 

Thou Light Divine ! 
Though my dull surface-self may but recast 

Thy faint outline, 
Shine stronger on my inmost heart ; 

Reflected Thou shalt be ; 
Thy loving rays shall cause my soul to dart 

Her love to Thee. 
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Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher, all is vanity." 

Ecclesiastes xii. 8. 



ELIEVE not things axe what they seem ! 
Vexatious vanity 

Will soon dispel this goodly dream 
Of sad humanity ! 
The flush of health, and beauty's smile, 

Awhile may please the eye \ 
But youth and joy, that now beguile, 

Must yield to vanity ! 
Life soon eludes our feeble grasp ; 

ChilFd is affection's tone ; 
Cold grow the forms that we enclasp, 

While yet we say " my own ! " 
Pale sorrow wears the mask of mirth, 

When tears she fain would shed ; 
And vanity, our nurse at birth, 

Attends our dying bed. 
Immortal, thinkest thou to find 

-God's flowers amid earth's tombs ? 
Men's mouldering bones are hid behind 

Sin's soul-enticing blooms. 
The fragrance of sweet Sharon's rose 

Should lure thy heart above, 
Where vanity no longer grows, 

To poison flowers of love. 

F 
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" It is better to trust in the Lord than to pat my 
confidence in Man." — Psalm cxviii. 8. 



HAND to guide me home — 

Oh, reach me it ! 
Grasp'd is it ere it come, 
And all alone, 
Upon this stone 
Of cold neglect, I sit 

Oh, let me catch the rope 

Flung to my hand ! 
Lost, lost the passing hope ; 

And I must see, 

Instead of me 
Some other borne to land ! 



Oh ! mirror-heart for mine, 
Reflect my pain ! 

" I am no heart for thine ; 
While Joy beguiles, 
With sunny smiles, 

I must smile back again." 



67. 

Deep well of human love, 
I gain thy brink ! 

I thirst, I thirst above ; 
Too low for me 
Its waters be, 

And heart and spirit sink ! 



Poor searcher after rest, 
This same hard path 

Thy Brother's foot hath press'd ; 
His hand is strong, 
To help along 

The weakest one He hath. 



Seek not another's aid — 

He is at hand ; 
His love-cords strong are made, 

To draw thee out 

Thy sea of doubt, 
And bring thee safe to land. 



Canst this true Heart neglect 

For any heart ? 
He will thy pain reflect; 

Grief draws Him near ; 

Thy sorrow-tear 
His kindred one will start. 
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Ask Him thy thirst to still. 

He water gives 
To " whosoever will f 

The largest cup, 

He filleth up ; 
Who drinks for ever lives ! 



" The whole Creation groaneth waiting for the 

. . . . Redemption. — Romans viii. 22, 23. 




ROANS the emburthen'd earth, 

Groans ever to be free 
From all the sorrows, sighs, and sins, 
Of sad humanity. 

Upheave her mountain-breasts, 

In one eternal sigh, 
For ages of oppressive wrong, 

That on her bosom lie. 

Her tempest-voice is vent 

In one lamenting wail, 
In unison with countless cries, 

That her sad ears assail. 
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Her river-tears run down 

In ceaseless overflow ; 
Her wasted valley-cheeks proclaim 

Her weary waiting woe. 

Come, strong Deliverer ! 

She waits, and groans for Thee ; 
Redeem her from her slavery 

And speak her children free ! 



THE END. 
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Royal 8w>. pp. 478, every page surrounded by «* elaborate Woodcut 
Border* Suitable for Christmas, Easter, Baptismal, Confirmation t 
and Marriage Gifts, Price 11. Is., or m morocco extra, by 
Riviere, 21. ts. 

* # * Also a cheap edition, f cap. 8vo. 0*., or ptoin morocco, lis, 6d, 

BISHOP KEN'S CHRISTIAN YEAR: Hymns and 
Poems for the Festivals and Holidays of the Church. 

" ' Bishop Ken's Christian Year,' published by Mr. Pickering, 
is an exquisite edition of a book which would have been welcome 
in any shape. We are all familiar with the beautiful Morning and 

Evening Hymns Full of beautiful thoughts, beautifully 

expressed.— 7Viw», Dec. 12, 1867. 

" It is a praiseworthy collection, and one that is likely to find 
the favour it deserves.'' — Pall Mall Gazette, 

" So quaint, yet so unaffected ; so gentle, yet so free from effemi- 
nacy ; so glowing to the core with the fire of genuine devotion." 

Guardian. 

" It is well worthy to be one of the devotional books of every 
churchman — and we would engage that any one who adds it to his 
or her tray of such books, will find after a year or so, that it has 
won a claim to be very near and dear as a companion through the 
Christian seasons." — Churchman. 

Just ready, in 2 vols, demy Qvo., with two Portraits engraved by Jeens. 

THE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE of the Ri$ht 
Honourable John Hookham Frere. Comprising 
his Translations from Aristophanes, Theognis, Poema 
del Cid, Homer, Euripides, Lope de Vega, Monte, 
Mayor, La Fontaine, &c. Among his original works, 
Whistlecraff s National Work relating to King Arthur 
and the Knights of the Round Table, Athelstan's Vic- 
tory, Contributions to the Anti-Jacobin and to the 
Microcosm, and upwards of thirty Miscellaneous 
Pieces never before printed. 

Translation of Aristophanes. — " A work, of which (should the 
author be persuaded to make it public) it is my most deliberate 
judgment and inmost conviction, that it will form an important 
epoch in English Literature, and open out sources of metrical and 
rhythmical wealth in the very heart of our language, of which few, 
if any, among us, are aware. — "Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 

" Mr. Whistlecraft has no greater admirer than myself. I have 
written a story in eighty- nine stanzas in imitation of him, called 
Beppo." — Lord Byron. 

Translations from Poema del Cid.—" They are admirably done ; 
indeed, I never saw anything so difficult to do, and done so excel- 
lently, except your supplement to Sir Tristram." — Southey to Scott. 

" Fart of the story of the Lords of Carrion, in the Poem of the Cid, 
has been translated by Mr. Fbere in a manner above all praise." 

Macaulay. 

Athelstan's Victory. — " A perfect master of the ancient style of 
composition.''- Str Walter Scott. 
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Fcap. 8w>. cloth, 4a. 
SONGS OF INNOCENCE AND EXPERIENCE, 

WITH OTHER POEMS. By WlLLIAM BlAKB. 

Printed from the Original Edition of 1780— 1794, and 
from the Author's MSS. with a Short Critical Preface, 

" The songs only require to be known to be loved with a tender- 
nets and enthusiasm which it is not given to many poets to arouse. 
. . Montesquieu said that he had never known any care which wm 
not removed by an hour's reading. One may say of the Songs of 
Innocence that there are few cares which they are not sure to 
lighten, and few minds in which they will fail to breed happier and 
brighter moods." — Saturday lleview, Jan. 5th, 1867. 

'* The admirers of W. lllake as a poet — and they are a rapidly 
increasing number — owe much to Mr. Pickering for this reprint 

Notts and Queries, Jan. t6th, 1867. 

" Of all enthusiasts, the painter Blake seems to have been the 
most remarkable. With what a hearty faith he believed in his 
faculty of seeing spirits and conversing with the dead ! and what 
a delightful vein of madness it was — with what exquisite vibsm 
it inspired him ! " — Lord Lyttoru 

BT THE SAME AUTHOR. 
Fcap, 8w>. cloth, Ss. 6a\ 

POETICAL SKETCHES. By William Blah. 
Now first reprinted from the Original Edition of 179. 

" Some of these earliest songs of Blake's have the scent and sound 
of Elizabethan times upon them ; the song of forsaken love,— 'My 
silks and fine array ' — is sweet enough to recall the lyrics of Ben- 
mont and Fletcher, and strong enough to hold its own even beaidt 
such as that one of Aspatia— 'Lay a garland on my hearse ' — wHoa 
was cut (so to speak) out of the same yew ; Webster might ban 
signed the 'Mad Song* which falls short only (as indeed do aU 




Evening Star' are worthy even of Tennyf 
supremacy of style and noble purity of perfection ; but when we 
have to drop comparison and cease looking back or forward for 
verses to match with these, we shall hardly find words to suit oar 
sense of their beauty." — Algernon C. Swnburne. 

" Amongst reprints of poetry, we give the first place to Blake's' 
poetical sketches. It is full of the same beauties, the same tender- 
ness and pathos and spiritualism which characterize the * Sones of 
Innocence and Experience/ In short, as the editor very rigntlj 
says, it forms a companion volume. Neither is complete without ' 
the other. The simple announcement of the republication of this 4^ 
very rare volume will be sufficient to attract the attention of all thry 
admirers of Blake." — Westminster Review, 



Nearly all the publications of the late William Pickering 

may still be obtained of Basil Montagu Pickering, 

196, Piccadilly, London, W. 
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